Life in the Sim
quarters of the city, and the beautiful words floated from
him through the sunlight, over the screened roofs and
shadowy ways.
I used to wonder about his ironing, for the clothes
which hung about him had been washed, if ever, a very
long time ago, and looked as if they had not been ironed
at all. The mystery was explained later. He was a
tailor in his spare time, and he used the roof as a pressing
room, which he shared with all the pigeons. His patience
with these creatures was the only virtue I was able to observe
in him, so I may as well mention it. The first sign of his
coming would be the sobbing flutter of their wings as he
advanced with a long pole, shooing them away from the
shady corner where he put bis table and the charcoal
brazier with the irons. There was something quaint and
pathetic in the sight of the old Mulla, so very ragged and
sour, bending with such grim concentration over the
vanities of other people's clothes.
The pigeons, having settled down a few yards from their
first position, began to stroll about again with the utmost
nonchalance, straddling from side to side like babies just
able to walk, and following every movement of his with
sflly quick jerks of their neck and croonlngs. Presently
they had again covered the whole surface of the root
They pecked round his feet and strolled in their fat way
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